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GENTLE SHEPHERD. | 


| A 


Scots Paſtoral Comedy. 


BY 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 
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The Ginrts Sunna fate befide a 
| All in the Shadow of a buſhy Brier, 


| That Corin hight, which well cou'd pipe and Sing, 


For he of Tit raus his Songs did lere. 5 ; 
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THE PERSONS. 
MEN. | 4+ 22 
| » 40 
; . 4 ect. 


Jenny, Glaud's en 
Daughter. 


— 


Mauſe, an old Woman, 


Elſpa, Symon's Wife. 
Madge, Glaud' Sifter. 
SCENE, a Shepherd's Fillage and Fields ſome few 


Time of Action, within Twenty Hans:. 


Firſt Act begins at Eight in the Morning. 
Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forenoon. 
Third Act begins at Four in the Afternoon. 

Fourth Act begins at Nine & Clack at Night. 


Fifth AR bn by Deg next Morning. 


ACT I SCENE L 


PROLOGUE to the Scans. 


Beneath the South-fide of a craigy Bield, 

Where Chriflal Springs the haleſom Water: yield, 

| Tua youthful Shepherds on the Gowans lar. 

; 2 ob Fs. — 2 1 

| vor granes, till ball Echo's ring ; 
— But A 


_PATIE 
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PATIE  d ROGER. 
SANG I. , The Wawking of the Faulds. 


#1 wiſh tae mair to lay my Cave, 
1 wh nac taair of @ that's rare. 


P feverth, 
But he gar: a' my Spirits gl 
At Warwking of the Fauld. 
My Peggy fmiles ſae hind) 
When#er ] whiſfher Love, 
That I het doen on a” the Town, 
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Paris. Were your bien Rooms as thinly ftock'd as mine, 
Lu ODOT i 
He that has juſt 
That thou may i thote 


At the V-, and bought 
OfPlum-tree made, with I 
A dainty Whiſtle, with 


And there is naichi 

Me ar look upon int; 

To ſpeak but till her I hardly mint. 

In ilka Place ſne me air and late, 

—— bomba d, and unko blate : 
Y 


Patie. But 
He fighs for Neps ;—ſac that may ſtand for that. 
_ Roger. I with Icou'd na loo her—but in vain, 
I fill maun doat, and thole her proud Diſdain. 


— 


* 
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— 2405 + 
'd, in o'er 

I] wow, when that the ——— 
ö 
Miſeaw d me firſt—then bad me hound my 
To wear up three waif Ews firay'd on the Bog. 
I ; and ſae did ſhe; then with great Haſte 
1 'd my Arms about her Neck and Wai ; 
About her yi Waiſt, — 2 — 
Of ſweeteſt Kiſſes frac her glowing 
Wh ard nd 8 hel er my Geri, 


Sair, fair ſhe flet wi?” me —— ; 
But weel I kend the meant nae as the Pak 


5 — — —— 


Do ye ſae 
1 "foon el her Mood : 


Gae woo anither, and the'll gang clean wood. 
SANG u. T Fy gar rub her o'er with Strae. 


2 be ber eb ache \. "m7 


Reger, Kind Patic, now faix fa your honeſt Heart, 
Ye're ay ſac cadgy, all dave Ge on Ace 
To hearten ane: For now, as clean's a Leek, 


Ve've cheriſh's me, fince ye began to ſpeak. 


| 


Sae, 


— — . — oye — 
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up my my Mind. 
Patie. Weel, hald yethere—and fince ye ve frankly made 
To me a Preſent of your braw new Plaid, 


gie's a 
For I'm in Tift to hear you 


Tu whiſtle fine, and fing t'ye like my fell. [ Exenne. 
SCENE IL. 


ProLocvs. 


his Garters dic'd 


And few trigger 
For 1 neither 


a-jec, 


beneath his Knee. 


to the Kirk or Pair; 


Sry. . 


ol. 
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? till the Dinner': fa, 
1 7 


Jem. I never — 

Peggy. Nor —but in Whi 
That were made for us, and we for Men. 

Jam. If Feger is my 
For fic a Tale I never 
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be, in his Barlichoods ne er fli 
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Day be 


may 


SANGTYV. , O dear Mother, what ſhall I do? 
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© lend his loving Wiſe a loundering Li 
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His better Senſe will lang his love ſecure : 
im- Nature heffs in Sauls are weak and poor. 


SANG v.. , How can I be fad on my, Ge. 
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Dear Mey, be wiſe, and lead a fingle Life : 
Troth it's nae mows to be a ied Wife. 

Pe fic ill Luck befa” that filly ſhe 
Wha has fic 


Shou'd gar your Patie think his half- worn Mg, 

And her kend Kiſſes, hardly worth a Feg. 
Pezgy. Nae mair of that Dear Fenn;, to be 

. s ſome Men conſtanter in Love than we: 


S e re 
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Clean Ha a-bag I'll ſpread upon his Board, 


A A CES be 
Guards to my Face, to k his Love for me. 


A Diſh of marry” ſoon czuld, 
R 

But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er find 
The Bok of Youth, i Lo on the Mind. 
Bairns and their Bairns make ſure a firmer Tye, 
Than aught in Love the like of us can ſpy. 
Sce yon twa Elms that grow 5 — by Side: 1 
Suppoſe them ſome Years ſyne Bridegroom and Bride: 


Till wide their ſpreading Branches are increas 
And in their Mixture now are fully bleſt. 
This ſhields the other frac the E aſllin Blaſt, 
„ ay ey ore 
Sic as ſtand fingle (a State ſae lil d by you!) 
Feneath ilk Storm frae every Airth maun bow. 
Jun I've done—T yield, dear Laſſie, I maun yield, 
Your better Senſe has faiel won the Field, 
Vith the Aſſiſtance of a little Fae, 
Lies dern'd within my Breaſt this mony a Day. 


SANG VI. Tun, Nas to the Green - Wood gane. 


Trield, dear Laſie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying 
That fure as Light Now oe ahe fon, 
Frae Love proceeds Complying ; 
| For a“ that wwe can door ſay 
Gaia Love, nae Thinker heed; ur, 
T hey hew nr Bofams hodge the Fac, 
That by the 298 leads ws. 


Nearer and nearer il a Year they've preſt. 3 c 


Peggy. 
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Peggy. Alake! poor Pris'ner! Fern, that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wie Thing take the Air: 
Haſte, roy ono we'll tent as weel's we can, 
Gif he be Baud — aps. Roger's Man. 

F enny. — Nd s as good—for ſee the dun 
Is right far up, and we're no yet begun 
To the Graith j—if canker'd Modge our Aunt 
Come up the Burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked Rant: 
— we've done, Ill tell ye a' my Mind; 


ACT UH. SCENE I. 


Pons” ITT. 
Houſe l. a Orten; 

e e 24. in Dubs are ſeen : 

On this Side Sands > Bars, on that « Brer : 

A Pret-flack jains and forms à rural Square. 

The Houſe is Glaud”s ;— there you may ſee him lean, 

And to bis Divet-Seat invite bis Frien. 

GLAUDadSYMON. 


fit down, 
And gie's your Cracks What's a the News in Town? 
'T hey tell me ye was in the ither Day, 
And fald your Crzmmock, and her baflend Quey. 
I'll warrant ye've coft a Pund of Cut and dry; 
A out your Box, and gie's a Pipe to try 
mon. With a my Hoot p—ang tne me now, auld Foy, 
A News, will kittle your Mind with Joy. 
1 till | came o'er the urn, 
Lis plate þ nd wget ogy: 
bw; 2 our vile Oppreſſors ſtend like F laes, 
ulk in Hidlings on the Eether Braes. 
— y blaw !—Ah Sie ratling Chiels ne er ſtand 
To cleck and ſpread the Lies aff-hand, 
W hilk ſoon flies round Will fle far and near: 
Put looſe your: Poke, be't true or fauſe, let's hear. 
Symon. Sceing” s believing, Gand, and I have ſeen 
11:5, that abroad has with our Mafer been, Fm 


For this ſeems true, nae Laſs can be unkind. [ Excunt. | 


Gland. Oov-morrow, Nibour $;1:z2r,—come | 


| 
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brave Wafer, wha right wiſely fled, 
ES to ſave his Head, 
Becauſe, ye ken fou well, he bravely choſe 
To ſhine, or ſet in Glory with Monrro/e. 
Now Cromwelli's gane to Nick; and ane ca'd Nui, 
Has plaid the Rumpe a right flee Begunk ; 


 Reftor'd King Charles, andilka Thing's in Tune; 
And Habby ſays, we'll fee Sir William ſoon. | 


Glaud. I hat makes me blyth indeed but dinna flaw, 
Tell o'er your News again! and ſw ear til't a“. 
And ſaw ye Hab! and what did Halbert fay ? 
They have been e en a dreary Time away. 
Now God be thanked that our Laird's come hame, 
And his Eftate, ſay, can be eithly claim? . 
Symon. I hey that Hag-rid us till our Guts did grane, 
Like greedy Bairs, dare nae mair do't again, 
And good Sir Wilkam ſall enjoy his ane. 
SANG VII. Tune, Cald Kale in Aberdeen. 


Cauld be —— - A 
Oppre and 
2 
Strang à up in a W 
Bleft be he of Warth and Ses ſe, 
And ever bigh his Station, 
That bravely lands in the Defince 
Of Conjcience, King, and Nation. 
Gland. And may he lang, for never did he ſtent 
Us in our Thriving with a racker Rent; 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 
Our Mailens, when we pat on Sznday's Claicths. 
Snom. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy Air, 
Allow our lyart Noddles to be bare. 
* Put on your Bonnet, Symonr—tak a Seat— 
* How's à at Hame?--How's E//a ?--How does Tate? 
+ How ſells black Cattle ? -What gies Woo this Year ?-- 


And fic like kindly Queſtions wad he ſpear. 
The Laird whs in Riches and Honour 
Vaud thrive, fhould be kindly and free, 
C2 


THE GENTLE SHEPHERD: 
Nor rack the Tenants who labour 


To ri Poverty : 
Elſe, like the Pack-borſe that's unfoth:r'4 
And burthen'd, will tumble down faint; | 
Thus Virtue by Hardſbip is fmather'd, | 
And Racker: aft tine their Rent. 


As gar's me mony a Time ing Hame. 
My Heart's een rais d Dear Nibour, will ye tay, 
And tak your Dinner here with me the Day. 
We'll ſend for E/þ:th too—and upo' Sight, 
I'll whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the Height. 
pad (deg $— = and fond to the neif Town, 
bring a Draught of Ale baith ftout and brown, 

And gar our Cottars a, Man, Wife and Wean, 
Drink err | 

= W baulk my Friend his blyth Deſign, 
Cif chat it hadna frlt of a deem mine : "= 
Tor here-yeftreen I brew'd a Bow of Maut. 
Yeſtreen I flew twa Wathers prime and fat; 
A Furletof good Cakes my Ea beuk, 
--— - 4a 


well ſung ; 
And we've invited Nibours auld and young, 


To paſs this Afternoon with Glee and Game, 

And drink our Maſter's Health and Welcome-hame. 

Ye manna then refuſe to join the reſt, | 

Since ye're my neareſt Friend that I like beſt. 

Bring wi' ye all your Jo and then, 

| Whene'er you pleaſe, I'll rant wi” you again. 
Glaud. Spoke like ye'r ſell, Auld Birky, never fear 

Tut at your Banquet I ſhall firſt appear: 


Faith, 
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re gawn o er to dine with 
Symon. Do, honeſt ce, —and, Gland, I'll o'er the Gait, 
And ſee that a' be done as I wad hae it. [ Exennte 


SCENE I. 


ProLoGy - 
The N. Cottage in a „ 
Un alt Wife ; at the ſunny End.— 
At a ſme? Diflance, by a blaſted Tree, 
With falded Arms, and haf rail d Liok ye ſee 


BAULDY hi: lane. 
Baulay. 


HAT's this -I canna bear't! Tis war 
; than Hell, 

To be ſae burnt with Love, yet darna tell ! 

O Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning Day, 

Sweeter than gowany Glens or new-mawn Hay : 

Blyther than that friſk out-o'er the Knows, 

W Fe 
3 | er 
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SANG IX. , Carle, an the King come. 


Mauss DEee r, rw the King's come, 
„ now the King s come, 
Thou may dance, and I ſhall ng. 
Peggy, 2 the Mg come : 
change thy Plaiding- Coat for Sill, 
And be a Lady of that Uh * 


» 


Now, Peggy, fince the King": come. 


Enter Baur. 

Bau/4y How does auld honeſt Lucky of the Glen? 
Ye look baith hale and raſh at Threeſcore Ten. 

Mauſe. E'en twining out a Thread with little Din, 
And beeking my Limbs afore the Sun. 
What Brings my Bairn this Gait ſae air at Morn? 
is there nae Muck to lead, to threſt, nae Corn? 

of banth—But ing that requires 

Your helping Hand, nploys now all ares. 

Mauſe. My helping ar th 


a - 
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Bauldy. Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than we, 
Or maift Part of the Pariſh tells a Lie. 

Mauſe. Of what kind Wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſt, 
That lifts my Character aboon the reſt ? 

Bauldy. Well vers d in Herbs and Seaſons of the Moon, 
By ſrilfu* Charms it's kend what ye have done. 


checked Wean 
To a Fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ftand its lane ; 
When Wartie wander d ae Night thro” the Shay, 
Aud tint himſelf amaiſt amang the Snaw ; 


When 
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| bouny Founding that's Gland, 

| ng Uncle's Care on her on 

Her Infant Life I ſay'd, when a falſe Friend 

Bow'd to th Lu per, and her Death 'defign'd; 

yy ry his in all theſe Plains 

That * — to her . 1 

She's = ty nn, oben ies Blood and Charms, 

Of too much Value for a Shepherd's Arms. 
None knows't but me ;—and if the Morn were come, 
Tu tell them Tales will gar them all fing dumb. 


SCENE Iv. 


PrxoLoGUE. 
| . Behind a Tree, upon the Plain, 
Pate and ht; meet, 
| A Love, without à wicious Stain, 
b The benny Laſi and chearfu' Swain 
Change Vous and Kifſts ſweet. 


PATIE ad PEGGY. 


PAT IE, let me I maunna ftay ; 
We're baith cry'd , and Fenn ſhe's away. 
Patie. I'm laith to part ſae ſoon ; now we're alane, 
Aud Reger he's away with Tam gane; 
They're as content, for aught I hear or ſee, 
Tobe alane themſelves, I judge, as we. 
| Here, where Primroſes thickeſt paint the Green, 
| Hard by this little Burnie let us lean. 
1 Hark how the Lav'rocks chant aboon our Heads, 
How ſaft the Weſtlin Winds ſough through the Reeds. 
N —＋ Meadows, Birds, — Breeze, 
Ter may mair than Peggy 
11 atie. — 4 » to doubt my being kind ; 
2 ye ea me dull and blind, 
could fancy aught's ſac ſweet or fair 
n ſweet Meg, or worthy of my Care. 
Thy Breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Brier, 
» hen Cheek and Breaſt the fineſt Flow'rs appear. 
| Thy Words excel the maiſt delightfu' Notes, 
Ina varble through the Merle or Mavis' Throtes. 


With 
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With thee I tent nae Flowers that buſk the Field, 
Or ripeſt Berries that our Mountains yield. 
The ſweeteſt Fruits, that hing upon the Tree, 
A inferior to a Kiſs of thee. 
But Patrick for ſome wicked End may fleech, 
And ſhould tremble when the Foxes preach. 
I darna ftay,—ye Joker, let me gang, 
Or ſwear ye'll never to do me Wrang. 
Patie, Sooner a Mother ſhall her Fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the Bairn fits ſmiling on her Lap. 
The Sun ſhall change, the Moon to change ſhall ceaſe; 
The Gaits to clim the —_—_—— yield the Fleece, 
Ere ought by me be either : 
Shall © cher Wenn I ſwear by all aboon. 
Pegey. Then — 44 Late will from, 
And be manſworn to twa in Half a Year : 
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ; 
But if anither Lafs your Heart ſhou'd fteel, 
Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate 
Mw io wen — ages — Pate. 
Patie. I'm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
Tho' we're but young I've loo'd you mony a Year. 
I mind it well, when thou cou dſt _ ng, 
Or liſp out Words, I choos'd ye frac the 'Thrang 
Of 2 the Bairns, and led thee by the Hand 


— — 


SPS — oY Ses 


Aft to the Tanſy-Know or raſhy Strand; Hau 
Thou by my ide—1 took Deli dad 
To pou the es , with Roots - white, v 


Of which, as well as my Ton 


Fancy cou'd, 


For thee I let the flow'ry Belt and Snood. 


Peggy. firſt thou with Shepherds tothe Hill, ” 
And —— my Skill, 
. ogy en was nae I oil to me, 
„ 


Loc 


SANG 


A PASTORAL COMEDY. 
SANG X. 


PzGccr. 
\ When firſt my dear Laddie gade to the Green- Hill, 
And I at Ew-milking firft ſed my young Skill, 
J. bear the Milk-buruie no Pain m to me, 
| Bllkw Jas obe RUNS ITS Os. 
T1. 
N ien Corm-riggs ua yellow, and blew Hether-bells 
- Blnom'd bonny on Mocrland and fuccet riſing Fells, 
Nae Birns, Brier, or Breclent, gave Trouble to me, 
I found the Berries right vigen'd for thee. 
_ PnGcr. 
fe; | When thou ran, or -vrefiled, or putted the Stance, 
And came aff the Victor, my Heart wuas ay fain; 
Thy illa Sport manly gave Pleaſure to me ; 
66— CODER. 
| ATIE. 
n Our Jenny fiwgs /afth the Cowdon Broom-knows, 
And Roſie It: frvertly the Milking the Ews ; 
There's few Jenny Nettles /ike Nanſy can fong, 


| But cuben my dcar Peggy fings, with better Still, 
The Boatman, T weed-fide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
'[ts mony times ſaveeter and to me ; | 
For the” they fig nicely, they cannot like thee. 
| PBG. 
Hu eaſy can Iaſes trow what they defire ? 
And Praiſes ſac kindly increaſes Love's Fire: 
Give me fill this Pleaſure, my Study ſball be 
To make me better and ſwwecter for thee. 


| 
Hill, 


*Bloom'd bonny on the Moor and rifing Fells, 
Nae Birns, or Briers, or Whins e'er troubled me, 
Gif 1 cou'd find blae Berries ripe for thee. 


And wan the Day, my Heart was flightering fain : 
At a theſe Sports thou ſtill gave Joy to me; 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee. 


NG 


| Cane, Winter was cauld, and my Cleathing was thin. 


At Throw the Wood Laddie, Beſs gars our Lugs ring: 


Patie. When Corns grew yellow, and the Hether-Bells 


— . a . = 


Pere When thou didit wreftle, run, or putt the Stane, 


Patie. 
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nftant, and my Love ſhall Time . 
my Care ſhall be, 
is for thee 
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I ken 
Patie. And let them ferly,—now a kindly Kiſs, 
Or Fiveſcore anes wad not be amiſs; 
And fyne we'll fing the Song with tunefu' Glee, 
That I made up laſt Owk on you and me. 


Pegsy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your Hire 
- Patie, —Well I agree. 


SANG XI. Toits own Tune. 


PaTiz [ ings ] 
By the delicious Warmneſ of thy Mouth, 
And rowing Eve that ſmiling tells the Truth, 
I gueſs, my Laſſie, that, aswellas 1, 
Vere nad for Love, and why H, ye deny ? 


P.cor. 
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ACT II. SCENE JI. 


Paotocvus. 


Now turn your Eyes beyond you Lyme, 
And tent a Man wuba/e Beard ſeems d <vith Time ; 
An Eknand fill: his Hand, bis Habit mean, 
' Nae Deabt yl think be bas a Paule been: 
But whihht, it is the ? | 
That comes hid in thi 
——_ Ob/erve how pleas d the 
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Houſe I'll bend my Way, 
— an 


Symon's 


SCENE I. 
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Down at your Hallon Side, ae Morn in 
Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry Hay. 
Glazd. That clattern Made, my Titty, tells fic Flaws, 
Whene'er our Mey her cankart Humour gaws. 
Enter IW uur. 
Jam. O Father, there's an auld Manon the Green. 
The felleſt Fortune-teller er was feen : 
He tents our Loofs, and fyne whops out a Book, 
Turns owre the Leaves, and gies eur Brows Look: 
tells the oddeſt Tales that cer ye heard. 
Head is gray, and lang and his Beard. 
rr 
Nane ſhall gang my to Day. 
"EE Jenny. 


But for his telling Fortunes, troth, I fear, 


He kens nae mair of that than my gray Mare. 
Glaud. Spae - men l the Truth of à their Saws I doubt, 
For greater Liars never ran thereout. [ Returns * 


Symon. Ve're welcome, honeſt Carle — here, take a Seat. 
Sir ll. I give you Thanks, Goodman, Iſe no be blate. 
| Glaud. [drinks] Come, t ye, Friend How far cam ye 


Day ? 

Sir Will. I ye, Nibour—e'en but little Way: 
Rouſted with Eild, a wie Piece Gate ſeems lang, | 
Twa Miles or Three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 
Sen. Ye're welcome here to ftay a? Ni 
And take fic Bed and Board as we can gie. 
SirWill.That's kind, : well, gin ye have a Bairn 
That ye like well, and wad his Fortune learn, 
I hall the fartheſt of my Skill 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't or ill. | 

Symon. ¶ pointing to Patie.] Only that Lad—alack! 1 

ve nate mae, ; 
Either to make me joyful now or wae: 

Sir Will. Young Man, let's ſee your Hand—what gars 

Pati — * Skill's but worth, 

atie. Becauſe your s but little I fear. 

Sir Will. Ye cut before the Point But, Billy, byde, 
IU wager there's a Mouſe-Mark on your Side. 


3 Ela. 


with me, 
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I.. Betech-us-to! and well I wat that's true 
Awa,  aws, the Derr owre grit wi 
Four Inch aal Oxter is the 
Scarce ever ſeem ſince he firſt wore a Berk. 
Sir Will. I'll tell ye mair, if this young Lad be ſpair d 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a braw rich Laird. 
Lp. A Laird | Hear ye, Goodman? what think ye now? 
I diane ken! auld Man, what art thou? 
Fair fa' your Heart, 'tis good to bode of Wealth, 
Come, turn the Timmer to Laird Paid blealth. 
Tie Health gaes round. 
Patie. A Laid of tw good Whiltes, and a Kent, 
Twa Curs my wusty Tenants on the Bent, 
Is all my great Eftate—and like to be ; 
Sae, cunning Cazle, ne break your jokes on me. 
Sues. Whitke, Pai, let the Max look owre your Land, 
Aft-times as broken 2 Ship has come to Land. 
[Sir William hols a lirele at Patie's Hand, 
thes counter into a Trance, 
*while they eu to lay bim right } 
E. Preſerve's'—the Man's a Warlock, or poſſeſt 
With ſome nae good, or Secoad-Sight at leaſt. 
Where is he now ?— 
Glazed —He's a that's done 
the Moon. 


r — or yont 
— his Peace be here! 
See — — | ee Ag as clear 


ICE — Thumb——-wow ! can he tell 
as he comes to himſel) 
— fee Sir William tf Whitht, he heaves, 


And $4 — —ryy— von 
Szmon. He grow better,. %a, haſte 
And fill him up a Tafs of Uſguebae. * 


Sir Will. [ farts wp and ſpeaks. ] 
« A OREN © ION age 
4 a Herd of Bears, 
- Was Toil and Trouble brought, 
« In which ſome Thouſands ſhares : 
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I'll do my beft >=but fee wha gangs this Wa 
n *. 
Let's feli, and nee the Morn ; 

If we be feen, we'll dree a deal of Scorn. 

To where the Saugh-tree ſhades the Me 
the Hill comedown, when Day grows cool; 
2 —— us meet, 
To kiſs and wil cur Loves; there's nought ſac fweet. 


$CENE Tv. 
Pzaotocue. 
This Scene the Knight a Sim 
Withis « Ga of the Place, 
Where all haks rains and grim, 
Nev has the Baron fbown bis Face : 
But johing with bis $, keel, 


Sir WILLIAM azd SYMON. 


30> t2>mn YES FOR Þ2z 


© ane that loſt it, lending gen'rous Aid 
the Head up, when rebellious Tail 


drays his marking Beard; 
fees _ 


Sir William 


med of» SS» > = <<} Wi oO Rao 
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Hy. Now, well I wat, Sir, ye 
or there's Laird Ktie's Son, that's loo'd by few. 
His Father ht his Fortune in his Wame, 


—— a', as Puniſhment o their Sin, 

Rins in ilk Trader's Debt, wha's ſae unjuſt 

To his ane Fam'ly as to give him Truſt. | 
Sir Will. Such uſeleſs Bi of a Common-Wealth | 

Should be lopt off, to give a State mair Health. 

Unworthy bare Reflection Symon, run 

O'er all your Obſervations on my Son; 

A Parent's Fondneſs eas ly finds Excuſe, 


But do not with Ind Truth abuſe. 
Symon. To his Praiſe, the Simmer Day 
Wad be owre 'd I them right diſplay. 


In Word and Deed he can fac well behave, 

That out o' Sight he runs before the lave : 

And when there's e er a Quarrel or Conteſt, | 
Patrick's made Judge, to tell whaſe Cauſe is beſt, ii 
And his Decree ſtands U gar it ſtand: | 

Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting Hand. | 

With a firm Look, and a ay, 
He gars the of our Herds obey. 


I Sir Will. Your Tale much pleaſeth—my good Friend, 
What Learning has he? can he write and read ? 


Symon. B. ith wonder well ; for, troth, I didna ſpare 
And 


W 
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And he in Books — he reads and 

With Fowks that ken them, Latin Words and Greeks 
 fome give Lighe, fome blindly and of what Kind? 

Tho ſome he, ſome blindly lead the Blind. 
Simon W drives our Sheep t Edenburgh Port, 

He buys — of Hilt%y, Sangs or Sport : 

Nor does he want o' them a Rowth at Will, 

And carries ay a pouchfu” to the Hill. 


About ane Sir and a famous Bex 
He aften ſpeaks, 
How 


and ca's them beſt of Men. 
Hawthornden and Stirling fing, 
And ane caw'd Culex, loyal to his King, 


3298820 


He kens fu* well, and gars the Verſes ring. 
] ſometimes _— ue 
About fine Poems, Hiſtories and Plays. 
When I n 
With this rune he, on Braes | crack w Tings. 
Sir Will. He anſwer'd well; and much — 
mann ien — 
Keating fach Books cam rails —— 
Above a Lord's, that is not thus inclin'd. 
Symon. What ken we better, that fac ſindle look, 1. 


Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? T 


When we a Leaf or twa haf read, haf ſpell, 
Till a the reft ſleep round as weel's our ſell. 
Sir ill. Well jeſted, Hymn, — but one Queition more 
IV only aſk ye now, and then give o'er. 
The Youth's arriv'd the Age, when little Loves 
Flighter around young Hearts, like cooing Doves ; 
Has nae young Laſſie, with inviting Mien 
And rofie Cheek, the Wonder of the Green, 
Engag'd his Look, and his youthfu' Heart? 
Symon I fear'd the warſt, but kend the ſmalleſt Part; 
Till late I faw him twa three Times mair ſweet 
With G/aud's fair Niece) than I thought or meet. 
Fus m _— but now have 4 
Ang bead Son will 
20 nd net with all theſe Charms, 
May bleſs the faireſt. beſt-born Lady's Arms. 
Sir Will. This Night muſt end his unambitious Fire, 


. TE SENOELgOs. 
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Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me. 
None but yourſell ſhall our — — 
Yonder's my Horſe and Servant nigh at Hand, 
err Command: 
Straight in my own Apparel I'll go dreſs; 
Now ye the Secret may to all confeſs. 

Symon. With how much Joy I on this Errand flee, 


There's nane can know that is not down-right me. 


[Exit Symon. 
Sir Wilkam . 
Whene'er th Event of Hope's Succeſs appears, 
One happy Hour cancels the Toil of Years. 
A'Th Toils are loſt in Leebe's Stream, 
And Cares evaniſh like a Morning Dream ; 
When wiſh'd-for Pleaſures riſe like Morning Light. 
The Pain that's paſt enhances the Delight. 
Theſe Joys I feel, that Words can ill expreſs, 
I ne'er had known, without my late Diſtreſs. 
But from his ruſtick Buſineſs and Love, c 


7 — EET Soul 
o Courts may hi improve. 
1 > Rn. as it leaves the Mine, 
Yin little Breakings ſhews its Light, 
Till artful Poliſhing has made it ſhine: 
Thus Education makes the Genius bright. 


SANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wha I met Yeſtrcen. 


Now from Rufticity, and Love, 
Whoſe Flames but ver- lu burn, 

My Gentle Shepherd muſt be dot e, 
His Soul muſt take another Twin: 


As the rough Di'mand, from the Mine, 
In Breatings only ſhews its Light, 
Till Poliſhing has made it fine: 
Thus Learning makes the Genius bright. 


R E 2 ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE LI. 


PROLOGUE. 


The Scene deſcrib'd in former Page, 
Glaud' On/et—Enter Mauſe and Madge. 


Meh ( VR Libs came heme, and owns young | 


Pate his Heir! 
That's News indeed ! 
Maage. —As true as ye ftand there. 
As they were dancing all in Sym Yard, 
Sir Wiltiam, like a Warlock, with a Beard 
Five Nives in Length, and white as driven Snaw, 
Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry a. | 
We ferly'd mickle at his unco Loek, 
While frae his Pouch he whirl'd forth a Book. 
As we ſtood round about him on the Green, 
He view'd us 4, but fix'd on Pate his Een; 
Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 
Vet for his Pains and Skill wad naithing hae. 
Maz/+. Then ſure the Laſſes, and ilk gaping Coof, 
Wad rin about him, and had out their Loot. 
Madge. As faſt as Fleas ſkip to the Tate of Woo, 
W hilk flee Tod Lawrie hads without his Mow, 
When he to drown them, and his Hips to cool, 
In Summer Days ſlides backward in a Pool: 
In ſhort, he did for Pate braw Things foretel, 
Without the help of Conjuring or Spell ; 
At laſt, when well rd %o i 
Pou'd aff his Beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome Maſter ;—round his Knees he gat, 
Hang at his Coat, and ſyne for Blythneſs grat. 
Patrick was lent for—happy Lad is he! 
Symon tald CH, Elia tald it me. 
Ye'll hear out a' the ſecret Story ſoon ; 
And troth it's e en right odd when à is done, 
To think how Symen ne'er afore wad tell, 
Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himſell. 
Our Meg, thing, alake! has loſt her Jo. 
Mauſe. It may be ſae; wha kens, and may be no. 


To 
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To lift a Love that's rooted, is great Pain: | 
Does Kings hens canes (nan 8 HH Fain, 
And what has been before may be again. 
Madge. Sic Nonſenſe ! Love tak Root bot Tocher. good, 
Tween a Herd's Bairn, and ane of Gentle Blood 
rn 

ficcan Ferlies now we never ſee. 

Manz. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bau/dy ſhe may gain, 
Yonder he comes, and vow! but he looks fain, 
Nae Doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

be. He get her! ſlaverin Doof! it ſets him weel 

To yoke a Plough where Patrick to teil 
Gif I were Meg, I'd let young Maſter 

Mau/e. Ye'd be as dorty in your Choice as he; 
And fo wad I: But whiſht! here Bazl/dy comes. 


Ln. 
Jocky ſaid to Jenny: Jenny, wilt thaw do't ? 
N:'er a Fit, quoth jenny, for my Tocher good ; 
Fr my Tocher god, I uu marry thee, 
Feu's je like, guath Jocky, ye may let it hc. 


Madge. Weel liltit, Bazldy, that's a dainty Sang. 
Bau/dy. Vl gie ye't a', tis better than tis lang. 

[ 4 Ms 
IT hae Gawd and Gear, I hae tas 1 
# hae ſeven good Ovuſen ganging in a Plug h; 
Ganging in a Pleugh, and linkan ver the Lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let yebe. 


Thae a Ha' Houſe, a Barn and a Ber, 

A Peatftack fare the Door, cell mak a rantin Fire; 
P11 mak a rantin Fire, and merry ſall we be, 

And gin ze winna tak me, I can let je be. 


enny /aid to Jocky, Gin ye wwinna tell, 

: (hall be the Lad, Nl be the Laſs my/e«ll; 
Y:'re @ bonny Lad, and In 4 Laſſie free : 
Tere wwelcomer to tak me, than to let me be. 


I trow face, —Lafſes will come to at laſt, 
Tho for a while they maun their Snaw-ba's cat. 
Mauſe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a' ?— 
E 3 Bauldj. 
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Bauldy.—Faith unco right: 

I we'll z' fleep but ane, this Night. | 

e. And wha's th*unlucky ane? if we may aſk. | 
To find out that, is nae difficult Taſk. 
Poor bonny F wha maun think nae mair 3 
On Pate turn'd Patrich, and Sir William's Heir. 
Now, now, Madge, and honeſt Maſe, ſtand be, | 
While Meyg's in Dumps, put in a Word for me, 

Tu be as kind as ever Pate cou'd prove; 

Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my Love. 

Mad;e. As Neys can witneſs, and the buſhy Thorn, 
Where mony a Time to her your Heart was ſworn. 
Fy, Bazldy, bluſh, and Vows of Love regard; 

6 ——4˙ð Lheny reap rr 
Curſe of Heaven hi aboon their Heads, 

That's ever guilty of fe Ag Deeds 

I'll ne'er adviſe my Niece ſae gray a Gate, 

Nor will ſhe be advis'd, fu' well 1 wate. 

Bauldy. Sae gray a Gate! manſworn! and a' theref; 
Ye auld in faith had beſt 

Eat in your Words, — - - gen 
W 

ge. Vell gar me ſtand ! ye ſheveling-gabit Brock, 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my Rock, 
And ten ſharp Nails, that, when my Hands are in. 
Can flyp the Skin o ye'r Cheeks out-o'er your Chin. 

Bauldy. | tak ye Witneſs, Mau/e, ye heard her ſay, 
That I'm manſworn, I winna let it gae. 

Mad;ze. Ye're Witneſs too he cad me bony Names, 
And ſhou'd be ſerv'd as his good Breeding claims. 

Ye filthy Dog! [ Flees to bis Hair like 4 

Fury— 4 flout Battle—Mauſe endeavours to redd them.) 

add de. coca rd 


] wadna wiſh this Tuilzie had been ſeen, 

"Tis fac daft-like — _ 
{Bauldy gets out of M s Clutches with @ bleedi e. 
| ange. 4 » 
I — Roe 

t ham well, wich vile unſcrapit Tongue 

To caſt vp whether I be auld or young. 


— 3 


T! 
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, aulder than I have marry'd been, 
Mazſe. That's true ; and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame, 


To ea e ought but her ain chriften'd Name. 
Bauldy.My my Noſe, and Neddle find the ſame. 
Madge. Auld dos! filthy Fallow, I ſhall auld ye. 


Manſe. Howt, no ;—ye'll een be Friends with honeſt 


Come, come, ſhake Hands; this maun nae farder gae : 
Ye maun forgi e m: I fee the Lad looks wae. 

Bazldy. In troth now, Mansſe, I hae at Madge nae Spite; 
But ſhe firſt was a the Wyte 


Gee orbe lated in your Health and G 
Vow and lowp back— was e'er the like heard tell? 


Swith tak him Deil, he's owre lang out of Hell. 


Bauldy [running off.) His Preſence be about us! Curſt 


That were condemn'd for Life to live with thee. 


Madge | laughing] I think I hae towaled h Hag 


a-wee 3 
He'll no ſoon grein to tell his Love to me. 
He's but a Raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
1 * —— I commend for't, 
ane. Ye tun d him — 
His blooding Snout gae me nae little Sport : * 
For this Forenoom he had that Scant of Grace, 
And Breeding baith, to tell me to my Face, 
He hop'd I was a Witch, and wadna ftand 
Tolend him in this Caſe my —— 
Madge. A Witch !—how had — mane. 
to ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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his Tryſt ; and I came here 

pd —— ena Ira 
Madge. ſpecial Sport we hae, as I proteſt : 

Yell be the Witch, and I ſhall play the Ghaiſt. 

A Linnen Sheet wond round me like ane dead, 

it cawk my Face, and and ſhake my Head. 

We'll fleg 1 

A to do a Laſſe Wrang. 

let us go, for fee, tis hard on Night, 

The weitlia Cloud Rings with a Keuing Light. 


SCENE II. 


PROLOGUE. 
When Birds begin to nod upon the Bough, 
And the Green fwaird grow: damy wi falling Dru, 
While good Sir William 5s to Reſt retir'd, 
The Gentle imnſpir'd, 
oger ever liel, 


Reger. We"; but I'm cadgie, and my Heart lor 


O Maiſter Patrick, ay your 7 — were right: 
— —— than 

That naithing hae to brag of Pedigree. 
My 7 now, wha brak my Heart this Morn, 
fweet, and nae mair ſcorn. 


I heard, I 
1 kiſ d —1I woo . 
5 I'm glad to hear't—But O my Change this Dap 
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kind as brave, 
And an Eſtate that me boon the lave. 


With Looks all Kindnefs, Words that Love confeſt, 


He all the Father to my Soul 
While cloſe he held me to his Breaſt, 
Suck were the Eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd the Mouth 


Of thy lov'd Mother, Mother, Blefing o my Youth ! 
een e he Praiſe beſtow d, 
Adown his graceſu Cheeks a Torrent flow d. 


FFgzg SSR 


— — 


A PASTORAL COMEDY. 45 
My new-born Joys, and this his tender Tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a my 
That ſpeechleſs lang, my late- 


ES In heyy 


SANG XVI. une, Kirk wad let me be. 


and P Reaſon 
n Parent: Side, 


Nich Lowe fuperier calls Treaſon ; 


The firongeff muſt be obey'd : 


Roger. Enjoy them baith, —Sir Nilliam will be won: 
Your Peggy's bonny,— you're his only Son. 

Patie. She's mine by Vows, and ſtronger Ties of Love, 
And frac theſe Bands nae Fate my Mind ſhall move. 
u ved nane elſe, thro” Life I will be true, | 
Cur till Obedience is a Parent's Due. 

Reger. Is not our Mafter and yourſell to ſtay 

ng us here, —or are ye gawn away 

To London Court, or ither far aff Parts, 
To leave your ain poor us with broken Hearts ? 

Patis. Lo Edenburgb ſtraight to morrow we — 


To Lenden neiſt, and afterwards to France, 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome Years, and learn to dance, 
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And twa three other Monky-tricks :—That done, 
I come hame ing in my red-heel'd Shoon. 
Then dis d. I can weel behave, 
That I maun be fome Thing's dull Slave, 
For ſome few Bags of that, | wat weel, 
I nac mair need nor Carts do a third Wheel: 
But Peggy, dearer tome than my Breath, 
9 than hear fic News, — > #5 
» They wha have juſt enough can ly ſleep, 
The Ozerecoms enh — P 
Good Mr. Patrich, tak your ain Tale hame. 
FR my Morning Thought, at Night's 


The Poor and Rich but differ in the Name. 
Content's the greateſt Bliſs we can 
Frae boon the Lift. Without it Kings are poor. 
Roger. But an Eftate like yours yields braw Content, 
When we but pike it ſcantly on the Bent : 
Fine Claiths, Fn Beds, ſwert Houſes, ſparkling Wine, 
Rich Fare, and witty Friends, whene'er ye dine, 
Submiſſive Servants, Honour, Wealth, and Eaſe, 
Wha's no content with theſe is ill to pleaſe. 
Patie. Sae Reger thinks, and thinks not far amits, 
But mony a Cloud hings bow ring o'er their Bliſs : 
The Paſſions rule the Roaſt—and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean Ky, they'll ſoon the fat devour : 
The Spleen, tint Honour, and affronted Pride, 
Stang, like the ſharpeſt Goads, in G s Side. 
The Gouts, and Gravels, and the ill Diſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with Fouk o'erlaid with Eaſe, 
While o'er the Moor the Shepherd, with leſs Care, 
Enjoys his ſober Wiſh, and haleſome Air. 
Roger. Lord, Man, I wonder ay, and it delights 
My Heart, whene'er I hearken to your Flights. 
How gat you a that Senſe I fain wad lear, 
That I may eafier Di ts bear. 
Patie. Frae Books, the Wale of Books, I gat ſome Skill, 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill: 
Near ilk Year to ware ſome Stanes of Cheeſe, 
To gain theſe filent Friends that ever pleaſe. 


FFT. 


— — 
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Far 


Roger 
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Tho' I'm nae maira 8 yet I'm thine. 


Peger. I dare not think fac high —1 now repine 
At the unhappy Chance, that made not me 
thee. 
Coaſt 


A gentle Match, or ſtill a Herd 
Wha can withouten Pain fee frac 
The Ship that bears his All Lke to be loſt ? 
Like to be carried by fome Rever's Hand 
Far frae his Wiſhes to ſome diſtant Land. 
Patie. Ne'er quarrel Fate, whilſt it with me remains 
To raiſe thee up. or ftill attend theſe Plains. 
My Father has forbid our Loves, I own: 
lat Love's ſuperior to a Parent's Frown. 
| Falſhood hate : Come, kiſs thy Cares away ; 
ken to love as well as to obey. 
n leave the Taſk to me 
To make ftrict Duty and true Love agree. 
Peggy. Speak on —ſpeak ever thus, and till my Grief ; 
r I 
a ace will inſpi 
That with nice Air ſwims round in Silk Actice ; 


2 


| Then 
gr. 
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Then 1! peor me!—with Sighs may ban my Fate, 
When the young Laird's nae mair my Pate. 
By che Shepherd ths excel rhe rf. 
By the 

Nas mair be evi d by the tantling Gang, 
When Patie kif'd me when I danc'd ſang: 
Nae mair, alake! we'll on the Meadow play, 
And rin haff breathleſs round the Rucks of Hay, 
As aft-times I hae fled from thee ri 


If e er to ane but you I be a Wife. 


SANG XVII. 
Tune, Wae's my Heart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 


neon, Jun on, and fill Gy 
4 Heart that”: * 
Theſe 2 that ſoon will want Tae, 
When Pate muff from bis Peggy funder. 
4 Silk Attire, 
A Lady rich is Beauty's Bloſſom, 
Alake poor me ! will noc conſpire 
Te teal thee frem thy Peggy Boſem. 
Ne more the Shepherd who excelPd 
„ whoſe Wit made them to wonder, 
's Praiſes tell, 
Ab! I can die, but never funder. 
Y: Meadows where wwe often flray'd, 
I Banks where wwe were wont to wander ; 
Seuret-ſcented Rucks, round which we play's, 
You'll looſe your Sweets when we're aſuncer. 


Again, ah ! fball ] never 
frond the — fine Davy, 
Kindly to watch thee while afleed, 


And wonder at thy manly Beauty ? 
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each 
Dream thro” that Ni till my Day-ftar appear; 
And all the while I'll ſtudy gentler 
To make me fitter for my Trav'ller's Arms: 
2 frae Fool, 


will not to put me throw ilk School, 
LEE” | 
SANG XVIII. ne, Tweed-Side. 
Peggy. When Hope wvas quite ſunk in Deſpair, 


r. My Heart it wvas going to break ; 


Life appear'd worthleſs my 


ay 
Where-ever he lodges by Night, 


With me his deer Inage fball tay, 
Ind wy Seal beep bs ror is ihe. 
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With P PI wait the hag Year, 
ad — — 

| py * 
. 
_ Whilf thou waff « 5 
But new Oo hots 
To a Height is becoming thy Wife. 


Nor Age, nor the 
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SANG XR. Taze, Buſh aboon Traqueir. 
Peggy- At ſetti and Morn, ; 
With 5 | 

Tl of Hraw's thy ſafe Return, 

With all that can 6 
Avi oft the Bi 
Where firft thou kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and bid my Blah 

bil ren then didft enfold me. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
PROLOGUE. 


HAT want ye, Baukh, at this , 
| heath. the drowſy Pow'r? 


,, gen ts bad from a Red 
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Symon. But does your Honour think there's nae fic Thing, 
LEIW - Deels up throw a Ri 
playing Tricks, a Thouſand 1 cou'd tell, 
_ 4 en this Side Hell? 
1 1 as the Devil's dancing in a Moor, 
| 3 
3 Who 
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That ſhaws the Gait to Heaven. I've heard myſell 
Some of them laugh at Doomiday, Sin and Hell. 
. Wach o'er us, Father! heb, that's very odd, 
Sure him that doubts a Doomſday, doube 2 God. 
Gland. Doubt? why they neither doubt, nor judge, 


nor 

Nor hope, nor fear ; but curſe, debanch, and drink... 
But I'm no this, as if I 

That Patrick to hc Gaits will e er be 
+ Peggy. The Lord forbid! Na, he Bens better Thing: 
But here comes Aunt, her Face fome Ferly brings. E 


—_— 


5 my * 
we, nd —— > — Exit Gland, 
Madge.Poor Meg /—Look, Jene, was the Ike e er fern? 
How bleer'd and red with greeting look her Een! 
To ftrut a at Crok ; 
To his Kent cut frac the i 
For a nice Sword, and glancing- 
To leave his Ram-horn and kitted 
= Tea, that 
o 


Ir er had notic'd Pais on the Green: 
Now fince he riſes, why ſhould I repine ? 

If he's made for another, he'll ne'er be mine: 
And then, the like has been, if the Decree 
him mine, I yet his Wife may be. 

4 \ A bony Story trouth !—But we delay; 
Prin up your Aprons baith, and come away. 
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. what Roſie 
without my Wit the Deel to feck. 
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A wrinkled Face that you have often view d, 
That here [ as an unknown 


| But no more Words, till 
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Ep 1 
[Mauſe forward, ira ding 1 In alliam. 
Meos:/e. Sir, view me — cars fo plew'd | 


Yet from the Lab'rinth to lead out my Mind, 

wy her who was fo unkind ? 
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Yes, 


ir Will. embraces 
ſurely, thou rt my 


, and makes ber fit down by bim. 
iece! Truth maſt 
Mazs/e 


That I ive my . | 
— Then it was I that ſav'd her Infant-Life, 
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_ | Her Death being threaten'd by an Uncle's Wife. 
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they purſu d with avaricious View 
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8 
Lang may helive ;—and, cb, learn to ſleek 

ab a wee, and chink before ye ſpeak, 

And never ca her auld, that wants a Man, 

Elſe ye my nw: Witch's — ra, ban. 
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SANG XXI. Tanxe, Corn-Riggs are bonny. 
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